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is poetry in the highest meaning of the word. It must be for the power of
producing such creations and emotions, that Goethe is by many of his coun-
trymen ranked at the side of Homer and Shakspeare, as one of the only
three men of genius that have ever lived.
But my business here is not to judge of Meister or its Author, it is only
to prepare others for judging it; and for this purpose the most that I had
room to say is said. All I ask in the name of this illustrious foreigner is,
that the court which tries him be pure, and the jury instructed in the cause;
that the work be not condemned for wanting what it was not meant to have,
and by persons nowise called to pass sentence on it.
Eespecting my own humble share in the adventure, it is scarcely neces-
sary to say anything. Fidelity is all the merit I have aimed at: to convey
the Author's sentiments, as he himself expressed them; to follow the ori-
ginal, in all the variations of its style, has been my constant endeavour.
In many points, both literary and moral, I may have wished devoutly that
he had not written as he has done; but to alter anything was not in my
commission. The literary and moral persuasions of a man like Goethe are
objects of a rational curiosity; and the duty of a translator is simple and
distinct. Accordingly, except a few phrases and sentences, not in all
amounting to a page, which I have dropped as evidently unfit for the Eng-
lish taste, I have studied to present the work exactly as it stands in German.
That my success has been indifferent, I already know too well. In render,
ing the ideas of Goethe, often so subtle, so capriciously expressive, the
meaning was not always easy to seize, or to convey with adequate effect.
There were thin tints of style, shades of ridicule or tenderness or solemnity,
resting over large spaces, and so slight as almost to be evanescent: some
of these I may have failed to see; to many of them I could do no justice,
Nor, even in plainer matters, can I pride myself in having always imitated
his colloquial familiarity without facing into sentences bald and rugged,
into idioms harsh or foreign; or in having copied the flowing oratory of
other passages, without at times exaggerating or defacing the swelling
cadences and phrases of my original. But what work, from the translating
of a German novel to the writing of an epic, was ever as the workman
wished and meant it ? This version of Meister, with whatever faults it may
have, I honestly present to my countrymen: if, while it makes any portion
of them more familiar with the richest, most gifted of living minds, it in-
crease their knowledge, or even afford them a transient amusement, they
will excuse its errors, and I shall be far more than paid for all my labour.

